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FHB TIMf, THE 0*EF ANP STILL H4Lf- 

»2ei>, T£LL«>OUNS RiLCON HIS «TO)J> — 



WE IVEKE /(BOUT TO Hdl'E 
THE tiOONPAV *EAL IVHEM 
A TRAVELER APPEABEP; WE 
IVM WEARY AND A4KEI> FDK 
AlP! OF IJOUPSE, Itf OFFfCEP 

Him some FOOP.. > 





THE MAM SO HUNSEV HE HO/EKEP BEST 

THE TeiRIL k'STTLE TILL tVE SA« H/« A W^l 
OF FOOPI THEN WE ALL SAT POUN TD DUE 
«E*L! I CBOLL SUPPEVLV FEELINS l«Uy SLfEPV- 




ANP THAT'S THE L45T I 
KEMEMBEe TILL YOU IV«ENEP 
ml NO* I SEE r HAS NOT 
ALONE IN FALLINe ASLEEP! 
THE KEST, OF My PEOPLE SHLL 
SLUM8ER.' ANP THIS TSAVELEe, 

HE 15 some; 



IT « PLAIN THAT, IVHILE 
NO ONE IVATCHEP, HE 
THEEIV SO«E UNP OF 
PRUS INTO THE TTJIBAL 
kettle; it »MPE El/EEY- 
ONE FALL ASLEEP AFTEK 

eatiNS, miLE HE oms, 

ICATCHEP AND WAITED.' • 




I KNOW NOT IVHY 
HE l*OULP PO THKi 
PESHAPS, HE WANTED 
TO STEAL SOlKETHIWe?, 



STEALI com. 

ouicKiy, TO Twe 

SEASON'S TKAPP;N5S 
FUK ABE THEEEJ, 





WE WILL NEl-ER OiTCH 
THAT COyOTEJ LOOkT. 
«y KAYES STILL SLEEP 
EVEN IF THEY WAKE. THE 
PIUS WILL ?E HEAVY 
UPON THEM. AS IT IS 



I WILL GO 
AFTER THIS, 

YES, I HAVE 

A LITTLE 
SOMETHINS 10 
SETTLE WITH 




Boon aftee, yduns faico>J 
w hueries theoush the forests- 



BEVONP HISH KIPlSE IS THE 
TRIBAL CAMP OF THE ONAPONTAS 
TRIBE! THEy, TOO WILL HAVE 
THEIR SEASON'S FURS STORED I 
TOE SELLINS, AND I WAlSEE 
THAT TEAVELEE WILL TURN 
UP THERE! , 
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LOBO KILLER 



A **Buck Desmond" Story 
By Dick Kraug 



^^NE autumn morning, the lobo killer 
struck for the first time. Pedro Martinez, 
« Lampasas Valley sheepherder. was clambering 
down over a sparsely foliaged slope when he 
saw fifteen of his best lambs lying dead. Their 
throats were pitifully torn— the work of a 
wolf or mountain lion. Looking up. the sheep- 
herder saw the killer racing away in the 
distance. It was a huge black wolf, padding 
swiftly through the underbrush. Desperately. 
Martinez ran to get his gun. But. by the time 
he returned, the beast had long disappeared 
in the hills. 

Up and down the valley floor, the story was 
the same. Calves, mares, colts ... all fell 
victim to the savage killer. And then old Jud 
Baker showed up with frightening news, news 
that spread like wildfire among the scattered 
ranches and farms of the valley. 

"I was riding along the valley road," the 
white-haired rancher said, "when I saw him. 
Just for a second — not long enough to shoot. 
But I could see that he was slavering white 
from his jaws . . . and his eyes were wild. 
He's plumb loco, I tell you. He's got rabies!" 

Swiftly, the men of the valley assembled— 
and with them the rambling cowboy. Buck 
Desmond, who had been riding through when 
the wolf struck for the first time. 

"This is real bad, gents," Buck said. "I 
reckon you know what it means when a wolf 
goes loco. He won't stop at anything. He'll 
attack livestock and people! All he has to do 
is nip you, and his poison'll get into you. 
And if he bites one of the dogs on any of 
these ranches — why, you're practically certain 
to have a rabies epidemic!" 

Somberly, the ranchers nodded. One of them, 
hand-rolling a twisted cigarette, tucked the 
makings into his pocket. "What do you reckon 
wrought to do, Buck?" 

Buck Desmond's jaw tightened. "Go out and 
get him," he said. "Saddle up. every mother's 
son. Comb the flatlands and the slopes and the 
ridges until we find that crazy killer and finish 



him off! This valley won't be safe until we do I" 

BUCK'S ADVICE was good, and the ran- 
chers and farmers took it. 

Dividing up the region into rough sectors, 
they split up, riding away in pairs. Buck, 
assigned to cover several canyons in the upper 
end of the valley, found himself paired up with 
young Clint Baker, old Jud Baker's son. To- 
gether, they rode along, keen eyes exploring 
every inch of the land, searching behind every 
clump of grass and mesquite, questioning every 
moving thing. 

As he rode, Buck found his eyes turning to 
young Clint more and more. For the boy, whil« 
he had said nothing, seemed to be growing in- 
creasingly tense and nervous! His hand clung 
tightly to his carbine, and his lips were pressed 
together in a thin bloodless line. From time to 
time, his eyes flickered wildly from side to 
side. Once, when a cottontail sprang out from 
beside a bush, he began to cry aloud in terror 
— until he saw what it really was. 

"Let's stop here for a second." Buck said, in- 
dicating a tall Cottonwood that threw a cool 
shade on the hot canyon floor. 

His blue eyes indicated his sympathy and 
understanding. His lean brown hand gripped 
the youth's shoulder reassuringly. "This job 
bother you, Clint?" he asked. "How old are 
you, son?" 

"Sixteen." Clint Baker replied. "It's not 
that . . ." he said. "Ordinarily. I'm not afraid 
of most things. Riding a salty bronc. or haz- 
ing ornery longhorns — that's all right . . ." 
Then his mouth twisted. "But I — I'm plumb 
sick and afraid of wolves." he said, "I had a 
ruckus with one when I was about eight years 
old. Another fella and myself were camping 
out when a big black one attacked us. Slashed 
my pal's throat. Killed him. T — I managed to 
wing him with my twenty-two gun. Just clip- 
ped one ear. but he got scared and ran off . . ." 

"I see." Buck nodded. "And since then. 
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you've been leery of wolves . . 

"Yes!" the boy said quietly. "I can't explain 
It — but just the thought of them terrifies me! 
Pa knows it. I pleaded with him not to make 
me come along. But he laid down the law. He 
said the only way I could get over being a 
coward about wolves was to go after them — 
try and get one! That's why I'm here!" 

Buck grinned. 

"I see . . he satd. "Well, stick close by 
me, son, and we'll see what happens. Chances 
are this old loco varmint has skedaddled out 
of tha valley by now, anyway!" 

But the rabies-crazed wolf had not fled the 
Lampasas land! 

For, half an hour later, as they kneed their 
dusty ponies up a narrow bend in the trail. 
Buck suddenly rose in his stirrups. His arm 
•hot out at a form lying by a huge boulder. 

"Look there!" 

It was a dead steer, throat slashed by cruel 
fangs! And the flies had scarcely begun to 
settle on the carcass ! The kill was only 
minutes old ! 

"Quick!" husked Buck, reining his bronc off 
th« trail toward the slain animal. "This is the 
work of that loco wolf, and he must be right 
•round 1" Side by side the man and the boy 
loped toward the steer. Buck's desert-trained 
•ye» caught a smear of blood on the boulder, 
and another against a leaf, further up the slope. 
Together, they raced up the incline, hot on the 
tfiil- It was then that it happened! 



THERE WAS A SAVAGE, throaty snarl, 
and a black foim launched itself from the un- 
derbrush straight at them! It was the loco 
wolf — huge and powerfully muscled, eyes 
gleaming yellow, white foam dripping from 
long, razor-like fangs! Straight at Buck's 
horse, the killer lunged! With a shrill whinny 
of fear, the bronc reared back, twisting wildly. 
At the same moment, Clint Baker, dropping 
his gun, spurred his pony away, averting the 
charge of the vicious beast! 

As Buck's horse reared high in the air. the 
rambling cowhand sawed at the reins, trying 
to brmg the bronc under control. But so terri^ 
fied was the bay that, twisting to the side, it 
fell back. Unable to spring clear. Buck was 
partly pinned beneath the struggling horse! 

Now the giant wolf, growling deep in his 
throat, whirled about. He had missed, in his 
first furious charge. But now the man was help- 
less, trapped beneath the horse that was fight- 
ing to rise. Sweat rolling down his forehead, 
Buck reached furiously for his carbine, on the 



underside of the horse. He could not get his 
arm under — and all the while, the wolf was 
coming closer and closer! 

The woJf was flattened close to the ground 
now, tail lashing from side to side, crouching, 
ready to spring! All at once, with a bestial 
growl, gathering all its steel-muscled strength, 
the crazed lobo sprang toward Buck! 

But at that moment, another form lunged 
Into Buck's vision! It was Clint Baker. In the 
split second before the wolfs mighty jaws could 
rip Buck's helpless throat, the rancher's son 
flung himself in its path. In desperation, his 
yoting hands clutched the beast's furry neck, 
holding his fangs away at arm's length I To- 
gether, the two rolled over and over — the wolf 
struggling to slash his- human enemy, the boy 
trying as valiantly to prevent the bite that would 
mean almost certain death I 

At this moment. Buck's horse managed to 
regain his footing and pull himself up. Swiftly, 
the rambling cowboy gripped his carbine, 
brought it to bear. For a moment, the wolf's 
huge head was brought in profile. Buck squeez- 
ed the trigger. 

A shot echoed through the canyon, and the 
wolf fell back— lifeless. Trembling. Clint 
Baker passed a white hand over his forehead. 
"H-he almost killed y-you, Buck." he whis- 
pered. 

Buck rose painfully and limped over to the 
youth. He put his arm around his shoulder. 
"He would have killed me," he said, "if you 
hadn't turned around and come back! You'd 
dropped your gun; it was practically sure 
death to do it! And you could just have run 
away . . ." 

^"^^LINT BAKER slowly shook his head 
from side to side. "No, I couldn't," he 
said hesitatingly. "I — I realized I had to 
square a debt. You remember. I told you 
about this buddy of mine that had been killed 
by a lobo years before? And how I just man- 
aged to wing that wolf v^ith my twenty-two?" 

Buck nodded wonderingly, 

"But what does that — " 

Clint Baker pointed a slender finger down 
at the slain lobo. Lying against the sand, they 
could see that its right ear had a jagged wound 
in it. It looked like an old scar, one that had 
been made years before It was the kind of 
wound that might have been made by a boy's 
twenty-two . . . 

THE END 
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